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The King's gold is stolen, and Don Diego is 
challenged to a duel when he throws suspi- 
cion on one of his wealthy neighbors. 



Zorro tries to uncover evidence to prevent 
the duel, but what he finds makes him decide 
that Diego should tight this battle. 



THE HUNTED 




Bernardo alerts Don Diego that killer dogs 
have been turned loose on Zorro's trail... a 
trail leading to the De la Vega hacienda. 



Fearing the exposure of his identity, Zorro 
leads the pack on a wild chase and almost 
loses his life trying to escape capture. 




o'in" iht M u"?'° I', "■■ V^?*pr!in"i:iim5V S*rt^ 



The lancers ft/oe maso TMeouemur the night and at dawn, Y 

SEACN THE CUARTEL IN LOS ANGELES ... . 




&OOV, A T DON DIEGO 'S HACiENQA 





7W AFTERNOON, W DON 'D/EOO'S STUDY, A GROUP OF PROMINENT LANDOWNERS 
HEARS TNE NEWS OF THE STOLEN GOLD. ALL OF THEM SEEM HONESTLY A&TONlSHED 
AND CRESTFALLEN.., 




THAT IS TRUE, DON 
JOSE... BUT THESAD 
TRUTN IS THAT IT 
COULD HAVE 8E£N 
ONE OF C/S : 




DOW DIESOl VOU DARE 1 IMPOSSIBLE ! WE ARE ALL 
SUGGEST SUCH A J MEN OF POSITION AND WEALTH.., 

THING? i— ~T MEN OF HONOR ! WHY WOULD 

ANY OF US STEAL, THESOLDT 



I AM SURE I DO NOT 
KNOW WHY... BUT THE 
FACT REMAINS THAT WHAT 
" SAID ISA POSSIBILITY! 





DON RICO... I FEEL AS 
YOU DO... BUT PLEASE 
RECONSIDER! YOU 
KNOW DON DIEGO 
IS NOT A MAN OF . 
ARMS! 





AY, DON DIEGO, „. NOW \ ALL I DID WAS^ 
YOU HAVE DONE IT! J SPEAK A SIMPLE 
TKUTM, DON 
MIGUEL' 




WHAT IS MY \ UH.„ DON MIGUEL ...DO 
MASTER TODO? *) VOU SUPPOSE THERE. IS 
' SOME WAY THE DUEL 
CAN BE CALLED OFF? 




RICO DEMANDS SATISFACTION! 
THE ONLY ALTERNATIVE HE WILL 
ACCEPT WOULD BE FOR YOU TO 
CRAWL ON YOUR KNEES AND 
BEG FORGIVENESS! 




I HAVE NO DESIRE 
TQDIE...INAW 
MANNER ! ALL 
I WANTED TO 
DO WAS GET 
THE STOLEN 
SOLD BACK ! 




BAH ! YOU SHOULD LEAVeTsi, BUT RIGHT 
MEN'S WORK TO MEN ! NOW, I WISH 
YOU'RE NOT ZO&RO, J I WERE " 
YOU KNOW' 



WELL, BERNARDO, WE CERTAINLY SAW 
HOW THEY WOULD REACT, DIDN'T WET 
YES... I KNOW IT DOESN'T PROVE ANY- 
THING, BUT AT LEAST IT MIGHT GIVE US 
A START! 




BePNARDO IS CONCEMED ABOUT 7WT 
IMPENDING OUEL ...AMP SAYS SO IN SIGN 

IANGWGS. 




SADDLE TORNADO, MY FAITHFUL 
FRIEND— I BELIEVE I WILL PAY 
AN UNANNOUNCED VISIT ON DON 
RICO, WHOSE SENSE OP HONOR 
MAKES HIM SQUEAL LIKE A 



A FEW MINUTES LATER, THE ALMOST IEGENDAGY 

zoeeois vAafrt- aca-c^; wt cai/por/ma 

CQCWffyS/OE... 





Bur, as tue wres wouu> have it, ue/s 

SPOTTED 8Y GAfK/A AND THE LANCERS 
WHO ABE OUT SEAffCH/NG fOG WE BAUD 
OPrOUTLAWS WHO STOLE THE SOLO... 

A STR0K5 OF GOOD FORTUNE, AMIGOS 
WE SEARCH K)R GOLD AND fclND 

zorro: 




ON THE CONTRARY! TH4T FOOL DIEGO WILL 
BE SO FRIGHTENED ABOUT THE DUEL THAT 
ME WILL FOR&ET ABOUT THE STOLEN GOLD 
THEN WS WILL REMOVE THE GOLD FROM 
THE FLOUR SACK IN MY CELLAR AND 

■ - -,uRr- 



BUT EVERYONE KNOWS \ OF COURSE WOT! 
THAT DON DIEGO IS A TUAT IS WHAT I 

COWARD! DOYOU THINK JAMCOUNTJN& 
HE WILL MEETYOUR J ON-' IF I KNOW 
CUALL&N&E? _— -^ UIM, HEWILLFIND 
AN EXCUSE TO 60 
VISIT SOME DISTANT 
RELATIVE ! 




7*w vexr 
MORNING 
AT DON 
OJB&O'S 



WE COME, IN- THE NAMEOF DON RICO SALDENA, 
TO MAKE ARRANGEMENTS TOR THE DUEL I 

I DON'T SUPPOSE YOUR MASTER IS 

HOME, BUT— 



CERTAINLY T AM, GENTLEMEN. 
AND ATY0URDISP05AL' 
COME IN! COME IN! 




News op diego's acceptance op the 
challenge moves 6w/ptlv through 

THE PUEBLO... , «;- -, ^— . h-, ■ 

IT MUST >. f THIS IS ONE 
ETHATMY > DUELI DON'T 



I NEVER THOUGHT I'D 
SEE THE DAY DON DIEGO 
WOULD BEPISHTING 
ANYTHING BUT THE 
STRINGS ON HIS 
GUITAR " 



JUVO IT SEEMS TUB DUEL IS TO HAVEOU/TE 
AMAUOfENCE^. 





Inside the house, diego scrambles 70 m$ 



r AM NOT CONCERNED 
WITH MOW FAR YOU HAVE 
TO CHASE ME. DON RICO! 

ONLY THAT YOU 00 
NOT CATCH WE t 




THE % 

KING'S 

EMISSARY 




The man had come riding to the rancho in 
the afternoon. He had introduced himself as 
Seiior Manuel Escobar, emissary of the king, 
and had said he was riding to Monterey with 
important papers for the governor. With tradi- 
tional hospitality. Senora Vasquez had asked 
him to rest at the rancho overnight. Grand- 
lather, now too feeble to wander far from the 
oak chair in the parlor , had made him welcome. 

But Maria Vasquez did not like the man. 
Why did his eyes wander so searchingly 
about the room? Why did his gaze rest so 
eagerly on the silver candlesticks that had 
been a part of her mother's dowry? And 
why was Seiior Escobar so pleased when he 
learned that Maria's father was away from 
home? 

After dinner, Maria slipped from the house 
and went to the corral where the visitor's 
horse was penned. In a few minutes her 
mother followed her', carrying a lantern. 

"Maria!" Senora Vasquez was stern. "Why 
are you out here in the dark?" 

The girl hesitated a moment, then said, "If 
Sehor Escobar ia the king's emissary, why is 
he not traveling in a great coach with an 
escort?" She took the lantern from her mother 
and held it high. "See the brand on his 
horse — it is not ihe mark of a horse from the 
royal stables, it would not surprise me it this 

"Who could he be? And what does he want 
of us?" Maria's mother asked. 

"Perhaps he is a thief," Maria answered, 

Senora Vasquez clasped her hands in 
panic. "With your father away, what can we 
do? We cannot turn this man away." 

"No," Maria agreed. "If he decided he 
would not go, we could not make him, I think 
he wants your silver candlesticks. Mama, bUt 
perhaps we can prevent him from taking 
them. Listen..." 

Maria quickly outlined a plan, Her mother 



nodded eagerly. 

"You go back to the house," the girl fin- 
ished. "I will take care of everything." 

It was very late when Maria entered the 
house. She pulled off heavy gloves and went 
to her mother's room. "Now we will wail," 
she said to Senora Vasquez. 

Hours passed In darkness. The night was 
well along when Maria and Senora Vasquez 
heard Sehor Escobar open his door. Soft foot- 
steps came down the hall and passed into the 
living room. There was a clink of metal upon 
metal. Escobar was taking the candlesticks. 
Footsteps crossed to the door. The latch was 
lifted and the door creaked open. 

Moments later, a yell went up from the 
yard. Maria and her mother rushed to the 
living room. Through the open door they 
could hear Sehor Escobar thrashing around 
outside, screaming, "Help! I am murdered!" 

There were several loud thuds, which might 
have been either Ihe candlesticks or Seiior 
Escobar falling, and there was a continuous 
rustling and snapping. This was followed by 
the sound of feet pounding away paal the 
corral, toward the Monterey road. 

Senora Vasquez turned to Maria and said, 
"You had better go tell your grandfather what 
happened. 1 will get a lantern and look for my 
candlesticks."' 

It did not take Senora Vasquez long to find 
the candlesticks. They lay just where the thief 
had dropped them. And they were hardly 
scratched by the tumbleweed— the mounds 
of prickly, stiff, scratchy tumbleweed that 
Maria had piled so carefully in the dark yard, 
It had taken Maria so long to gather that 
much tumbleweed, but it had been worth it. 
Senor Escobar had fallen head first into the 
weed, as Maria had known he must fall, for 
Maria had left nothing to chance. She had lied 
a length of rope across the frame of the door, 
just -ankle-high. 



LAZY 

LUIS 

TAKES 

A WALK 




ZUIS'S TH0U6H7S ARE INTERRUPTED 
WHEN A RIDER GALLOPS INTO WE SipiMRf- 




2V£ VILLAGERS WILL MOT LISTEN TO LUIS... 
THEY PREPARE TO DO BATTLE WITfl T//E 
3ANDITS- 




HEY THERE, 
ONE, WHERE 
YOU GOING 



, LITTLE \ I DO I 
E ARE J WHERI 
G T y.< BUT I 



NOT KNOW, SENOR, 
EREI AMGOIN&... 
HAD TO SET AWAY 
FROM THE VILLAGE OF 
CLARA LINI" " 




now interesting: i am just on my 

WAY TO CLARA LINDA TO COLLECTA 
SMALL-ER-A SMALITRIBUTE prom 
THE PEOPLE THERE I I AM £$T£BAN 
ALVAB£ZJ 





THEV BURN WITH FEVER.' THETE 

THROATS ARE DRV AND AMS*S 
- APPEAR ON THEIR FACES! I PLED 




' 7Z//OV BACK/ VOU HEARD HIM! >| 
THERE JS A SICKNESS i 



IN CLARA LINDA 

SOME TERRIBLE 
PLAGUE' 




As SOW AS THE BANOI7S ARE OUT OF 
SIGHT, LUIS RETURNS TO WE MILAGE.. 



WHERE HAVE YO(J 
BEENT WHY ARE. 
VOU NOT HELPING 
UST ALVAREZ WILL 
SOON BE HERE! 



I TOOKAWALK'AND 
ALVAREZ IS NOT 

COMING.' 







NOT COMING ? \ I MET HIM OW THE 
BUT HOW... HOW ROAD... HE TOLD ME 
DO VOU KNOW? 7 HE WOULD NOT COME ! 




PERHAPS HE IS AFRAID OP US... WHO 
KNOWST BUT IT IS TIME F0RMVSIE5TA 
NOW... TO WALK IN THE HOT SUN IS SO 
VERV TIRING! 




SERGEflNT G6KCIQ RETURNS 7D THE CUORTEL OT THE 
■ PUEBLO OB LOS fiNGELES FOLLOWING MOTHER UN- 
SUCCESSFUL ATTEMPT TO CAPTURE ZORKQ.. 





IT IS IMPOSSIBLE ' HE IS LUCK/ TO 8E A 
PRIVATE. ..If THEEE WERE ANVTHINS LOWER 
THAN THAT, 1 AN\ SURE HE - 
WOULD BE OEM.OTEP f 




1 PROMISED HIS FATHER 1 
WOULD HELP HIW...IF HE IS 
A COEPOKAL, HE WILL BE 
A HAPPY MAN. ..THAT IS 
MOT TOO MJCH TO ASK " 



IT IS BETTtR 

VOU ASK ME 

To PROMOTE A 

PONKEV 




THE MOMENT lUlYltMf THE TRAIL TOWARD 
My FATHER'S HACIENDA, I WILL LETTWSW 
SEE ME ' 




4S T#£AMfAfiLl BOTTLE FOR 
aft og oeoTH, nfitKut mo XOLtO 
fippeas os rut horizon. .. 





j FoK>OUR COUSIN. ..WELL, 
. 6ES0R, IT LOOKS LIKE HE WILL 
.HAVE TO REMAIN A PRIVATE ,' 



*Y0 A F£W VMS LfifEg... ^BAH .' PO NOT 1 

>- , — --m / SPEAK TO ME 

I UNDERSTAND VOL1 W/ OF DOGS. -WHAT 

ALMOST CAUSWT ZORRO ■/ GOOD ARE THEY... 

THE OTHEB PAX SARClA M AGAINST A FOX 

...WITH DOSS... -^ UKE ZORRO' 




'OK#b TOO MANY ZORROS 





Ill old California, horsemanship was very 
important. When a Californian was only 
four or five, he was hoisted onto a horse 
and his education began. By the time he was 
six he rode as easily as he walked. 



The rancheros prized their horses — Arab 
steeds brought in from Spain. These were 
never stabled. Instead, they were branded 
and turned Out to pasture to graze for 
themselves until a fresh mount was needed. 




There had not been a single horse in Cali- 
fornia before the arrival of the Spanish 
missionaries, but within a few years, the 
herds had grown to alarming sizes. One 
herd alone might number up to 100,000. 



Naturally enough, some of these horses, 
running free in the pastures, turned wild. 
They lured sti 11 others away from the herds. 
Members of these outlaw bands were called 
mi-xti-nos. Today we tali them mustangs. 







At one time, when the West was still very big and very empty, thousands of 
wild horses, descended from the-Spanish mesteuos, roamed the remote valleys. 
Gradually, as the land was settled, the outlaw bands dwindled. But in some 
back-coimti'v areas, i-nichers still encounter crafty, elusive mustangs which 
steal down from the hills to raid corrals and coax away the mares. 





BECAUSE OF THAT DEACON, ZORPO, THE 
WHOLE WORLD LAUGHS *T ME .' IF r COULD 
BUT PUT My HANDS ON WW 




